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PREFACE 

These  are  simply  soldier  rhymes,  for  I  make  no 
claim  to  be  a  Master  of  the  greatest  Art.  They 
have  been  written  mainly  to  iuterest  and  amuse 
the  soldier  who  loves  to  recite  the  things  of  the 
Army. 

Many  of  these  verses  were  written  during  the 
recruiting  and  other  crises  which  we  have  passed 
through.  They  still  possess  the  necessary  fire  and 
moral  so  needful  at  all  times,  so  they  have  been 
retamed.  I  hope  they  will  be  judged  for  the  spirit 
they  exhale,  and  not  in  comparison  with  those 
whose  pens  are  mightier  than  mine. 

R.  W.  CAMPBELL. 
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M.CKV  McGhee  enlisted   for    ale,  <„.•   sleep,  and 
for  bread, 

To  carry  the  kilt  and  doublet,  the  glengarry  on  his 
head. 

He  was  not  what  men  called  handsome,  his  form 

was  rather  spent, 
And  his  hair  was  thin,  his  nose  was  stumped,  and 

his  eyes  of  cute  intent. 
He'd   been   t.sed   to  sleeping   i„   -*  Models,"  •  used 

to  sleeping  in  gaols  ; 
Drinking  the  stuff  that  burneth,  and  courting  the 

women  called  "Tails." 

Model  "  means  a  common  lodging-house. 
11 


12    THE  MAKING  OF  MICKT  McOHEE 

H..ng.r    «„ow,   and    «cl<nc«  were  all    hi.  eye. 
had  wen ;  ' 


Life  had  made  bim  a  «bel.    He  wa,  ,  „o„«^  ,„„ 
smelhng  .lums, 

Wbo-d  ™,y  come  for  drink  and  bread,  and  no.  for 

the  soul  of  the  drums, 
Vet  he  flung  hi,  vermined  "  ciwie,  "  off  with  a  .hout 

Then  he  dre«ed  in  an  ancient  Tarfcin  ;  marched  to 

the  barrack-room 
To  learn^the  valour  of  heroes.  U.e  glo,  .here  i.  in 

And  how  ihe  sons  of  Prince,  and  Peer,  are  pal,  of 
men  like  he,  ^ 

Sharing  wuh  m^ly  pleasure  a,e  .kirmi,h,  .he  march, 
ana  the  spree. 


The  road  was  rough  and  brimful  of  orders  tha. 
brook  IK)  delay— 

It  wasn't  an  beer  and  skittles  to  serve  for  a  "bob" 
a  day ; 
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R^eillc   ended    his    hhni,*#    ,* 

called,  "Show  :  ,1:1    '"    ""*'"'•    ^"--"^ 

Cur«d  when  he  wore  hi,  cap  a.  ,„«,„  „„.,  , 
the  spuds  and  stew, 

'''Tt",hr7  '^'=   '^  •^"'"•"'''  "«""«'   'he 
n— 8  that  tae  dae  \vi'  you?" 


'"Vnd  eS,  ""'  ""'  ""''•     "°"  ""  """  '"^ 
Straighten  yoLr  legs  like  a  soldier.    Damn  it,  man 
look  your  size!  ' 

I've    trained    Ghurkas    and    Sepoys,    Keelies   and 
burglars  too  ; 

''"  ''7;.  "7"=  "'  y™^  shuffling,   vn  make  you  a 
soldier  true.  /  "  «» 


.imm^m... 


U    THE  MAKING  OP  MICKY  McdHEE 

Halt,  there  !     Hilt ! "  roared  the  Sergeant.     ••  What 
was  that  you  naid  ? " 


"Tac  h—  wi' 
the  head. 


you  !  ••  roared  Micky,  striking  him  «n 


So  Micky  McGhcc  was  neutcnced   tc   twenty-eight 

days  in  the  cells, 
Where    he   thouKht,  as   he  picked    his  oakum,  of 

"  Models  "  and  frowsy  belles, 
And  of  one  by  the  name  of  Sarah,  who'd  often  given 

him  a  "chew," 

A  chunk  of    her  pauper  rations,  a  drink  of    the 
cheapest  brew. 

Would   he  go  back   to  Sarah,   the   "Model,"  and 
things  of  sin  ? 

These  were  the  thoughts  that  sent  his  head  into  a 
swirling  din. 

Then  the  good  that's  in  the  vilest  whispered,  "  No, 

lad,  stick  out ; 
The  Army  is  kind  to  the  sinner,  and  the  men  that 

the  merchants  clout." 


Now  the  ways  of  the  weak  are  guided,  not  by  their 
holy  vows, 

But  the  seed  of  sin  that's  in  their  souls-seed  for 
crime  and  rows, 
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And  (he  thir.(  ihal  i,  cl.rn.1  in  ,  man  oj  Micky, 
kind  ' 

l«  ca„«d  .hro..gh   .he  b,„d  „f    hunger,  «„,ow. 

and  sickened  mind. 
The  OcKi  who'H  the  God  of  all  men  can  pity  the 

mooil  when  he 

Craved  for  the  liquor  that  burnelh  on  the  day  that 
he  was  free  ; 

Pint  and  pint  he  called  for,  till  drunk  he  lurched 
once  again 

into  the  Quarter  Guardroom,  his  vows  all  rent  in 
twain. 


For  th,«  he  was  marched  under  escot.,  in  front  of 

a  Captain  and  Lord, 
Son  of  a  Duke  and  a  ''White  Man,"  and  known  to 

his  men  as  "Rob." 

Said  he.  "McGhee,  I  am  «,r,y  you've  been  a  fool 
once  again  ; 

Still,  I  feel   there's  good   in  all  of  you  rough   and 
tumble  men. 

Now,  McGhee,  lef,  make  a  bargain.    U  I  le,  you  off 
this  time. 

Will  you  play  the  game  like  a  sportsman-keep 
of  drink  and  crime  ? 


out 


L^^gi 


SlS.        ^^i 


1^ 


"    ™«  "*«"«»  or  MICKY  M.«HBB 


While  the  craving  f(,r  &..,•,•, 

another  load.  '  ^'^*'*' '  ^«'"'«^t«  Piled  on 
Vet,  the  spirit  (  /  God  that's  •«  ,ii 

'' Micky,  stick  out."  '"  '"^^  "*'''^^^^' 

The  kindly  rule  of    the  Duke'«  .       . 

Non.Com's.  clout.        """''*  »^"  '^^P^  «»  the 

And  then  came  the  Ultimatum-War  .nH  t     . 
from  lures,  ^'^  *""*  ''"^^O"* 

An    outlet    for    hidden    glories ;    the    chance    that 
murders  or  cures.  *''^* 


Thus  the  son  of  a  Peer  an^        n 

">«  cause  that.  1.";;  "'  '   '^"""'-  """«''  '" 
M"ched    in    „,e    „„,.h  of  ^,,„^ .    ,„„       .        ^ 

asked  not  why.  '^ '    '""""'•  and 


TUB  MAKING  OP  MICKY  Mc<}UBB    17 

At    Moot  when  hell    Uom  the  c»«nou  tUggercd, 
•laughtereU.  aiid  nuimed, 


When  wave  upon  wave  of  Germant  charged  for 
the  Gods  they  claimed, 

2 


1«    THE  MAKING  OF  MICKY  McGHEE 

"'1'  cr' "'  '^"' '"" ""- '-»'  "'" 

swr  ,ep  Of  a  Terror-Scythe 

Tho'  left  to  cover  the  Great' ..Retreat/-   flanked 
then  surrounded  with  foes,  ' 

The  son  of  the  Peer  inri  ♦»,     r. 
vvaiied  not  their  woes. 


1 


^,^1 


Britain,    you've    had    noble    glorie^i    hnf 

great  as  that  day  '     "*    "°""    ^^ 

When  fifty.five  of  the  Highland  Hn=f 

by  the  Huns'  foray  '  ""'  ^^"«'* 

Their  rounds   were  fired,  and   vanished ;    all   that 

was  left  was  the  steel. 
As  they  rose  with  a  cheer  inri    .^i         ^    • 

.•n.o  .he  swine  who  s^e"     '    ^'^'  "  -""^ 

Bent^onjhe  n,ad  destruction  of  .^Bob."  £  Micky 
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"  We're  done.  men.    Scatter  and  go-Make  for  the 
rear— Retire," 

Roared  "Bob"  as  he  fell   dying  at  the  feet  of  his 
slum  Esquire. 

With  the  rage  of  a  frenzied  lover  Micky  laid  two 
more  low, 


Then    flinging    away  his    rifle,  lifted    his  Captain 
to  go 

To  the  rear   for  succour  and  safety,  for  him  he 
loved  so  well. 

But,  alas!  the  steel  of  a  German  ended  his  life 
He  fell 


kMmmm  JiAu^i^miL-'ikK^'xt. 


a)   THE  MAKING  OJ-  MlOKY  McGHBE 

and  Pauper  died, 
Linked  i.  the  ,.«p  c  g,o^_,h,  D...h  .fc.,.  .„ 
Empire's  pride. 


n«  .*,/,*,  ,ke  Fairies  oJ  J^Uni,  has  kcr  dream, 
of  the  Past  as  well;  '"■'am 

Tis  Ue  dream  of  ,kc  man  called  Uicky-Micky  Ike 

man  who  fell ^  ^    «i»t«y,  me 
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And  ktr  pride  is  a  nitr  medal,  a  MIer  and  slalt. 
ment  of  pay 

From  the  man  who  chemkid  her  dearly,  and  saved 
on  a  "bob''  a  day 

Ten  pounds  to  this  unman  calUd  Sarah-^rude,  yet 
kind  as  a  dove, 

Whose  charity  in   tk4   man   stnets  gained   her   a 
soldier's  love. 


I 


l^k-  ,..■■■ 
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God,  we  weep  no  more ;  our  tears  are  dried 
Our  nerves  are  tuned,  and  our  hearts  are  tried  • 
The  shambles  weird  and  the  rows  of  dead,        ' 
The  Umbless  form  and  the  lonely  head 
With  the  boom  of  Death,  the  shrapnel's  awe. 
The  steel  that  jags  as  a  butcher's  saw, 
Are  now  but  part  of  a  casual  game, 
Where  the  Peer  and  the  Pauper  vie  for  fame. 
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We  know  that  our  dead  are  piled  in  tiers, 
We  know  that  our  blood  shall  stain  (or  years 
The  fields,  the  walls,  and  the  beds  of  France, 
Where  the  noble  died  in  the  great  advance. 
And,  God,  we  have  heard  the  maidens  sigh, 
The  widows  shriek,  and  the  bairnies  cry 
For  the  dead,  the  missing,  and  the  maimed, 
Torn  in  the  cause  that  Death  has  famed. 


But,  Father,  we'll  yield  our  bi3od  and  best. 
We'll  give  our  all  with  a  gracious  zest. 
Death  hath  no  pangs  in  this  awful  hour, 
Love  hath  no  ties  when  the  holy  flower 
Of  Truth,  of  Faith,  and  our  stainless  pride 
Is  clutched  by  the  vulgar,  sordid  tide 
Of  Bestial  foes,  who  foul  the  name 
Of  Truth  that's  Truth  and  Fame  that's  Fame. 


:>ft 


■  ii>ii-» 


! : ;,'  J^ 


i 


m 


I'lii, » 


^' 


™  'mp£^ 


Abdul  Mohassw  from  out  Syria  way 

Wa,  a  fellow  who  loved  .o  thieve  and  lo  pray 
He  d  laugh  while  he  slit  the  throat  „f  hi,  Z' . 

When   ."he   ^  """*'"'''•  *"'  ^"""'^  -"  S' 
Tame        ^""  '^"''   "'^•"'"''  '    ««  P'Tin* 

So  come,  be  a  sniper,  O  Abdul  of  fame." 

So  Abdul  was  given  a  kit  and  a  gun, 

Abdul  ^  cursed  and  drilled  by  a  Hun, 

Sent  with  a  batch  of  Turks,  fat  and  thin. 

To  Galhpoh  land  where  Death  and  the  din 

Ensured  Abdul  and  all  a  journey  above 

Where ^Allah    coquettes  with   "Woodbine."  ..d 

A  Hun  N^CO.  with  a  waist  Uned  with  beer 

her!    ^"''"^'  °  '^'^""    "^^  »«"  yo"  «•>' 


'\p^^ 


ABDUL,  THE   HNIPER 

To  paint   yourself   green,  tie    leaves   round    your 
head, 

Take  a  gun  and  some    bullets   and    add    to    the 
dead 

Of  the  English,  who  say  the  Sultan  is  bad, 
And  that  Allah  the  Prophet's  a  giddy  old  lad." 


So  Abdul,  the  sniper,  crept  out  in  the  night, 
With  Bully  and  Bullets,  to  live  and  to  fight ' 
'Gainst    the  Tommies  Who   tramped,  with    bacon 
and  rum. 

Through  the  gullies   that  wind,  and    gullies   that 
hum 

With  the  smell  of  fat  Pashas  killed  in  the  fray 
When  Tommies  advanced  from  down  Helles  way. 


This  Abdul  lay  low,  and  Abdul  did  plunk 
The  dum-dum  mausers  which  shattered,  then  shrunk 
Into  the  breasts  of  our  fine  Lowland  braves, 
Who  tramped  with  the  bacon,  cursed  loudly  the 
slaves 

Of  the  Kaiser  who'd  sent  old  pals  neath  the  clod 
By  tricks  such  as  Abdul's,  whom  they  caUed  "  A 
sod." 
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ABDUL.   THE   SNIPER 


All  this  angered  Jock  M'Bain,  who  was  known 
For  a  thirst  for  blood  and  beer-not  hi.,  own 
By  the  luckiest  glance  he  saw  Abdul  of  fame" 
Look  out  of  his  hole  at  old  Bobby  Frame 
Whom  he'd  hit  on  the  part  that  sits  on  a'chair. 
Thus  causing  poor  Bobby  to  yell  and  to  swear 


fi  'I  'ijifjii 


So  Jock  M'Bain  prayed  for  dusk,  so  to  steal 
Out  ove,  the  trench  and  redden  his  steel. 
WelUhe  night  came  down,  and  bold  Jock  went 

A3  he  used  to  do  when  poaching  to    trout. 

He  circled  around  this  Abdul  of  fame 

Then  dreaming  aloud  of  the  old  Harem  game 
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Nearer  and  nearer  crept  Jock  with  hit  gun, 
Louder  and  louder  dreamed  Abdul  of  fun  ; 
Then  a  stir-shell  showed  a  bayonet  on  high, 
And  Tommy  and  Turk  awoke  to  the  cry 
Of  Abdul,  the  sniper,  shrieking  with  pain 
At  the  end  of  the  bayonet  of  Poacher  M'Bain. 

Ten  wives  are  weeping  down  Syria  way 
For  Abdul,  the  smper,  who /ell  in  the  /ray 
With  Jock  hVBain  of  the  Lowland  Breed, 
That  cares  not  for  death  when  thts  country's  need 
Calls  them  out  from  the  Bens  to  play  at  the  game 
That  killed  Abdul  Mohassin,  the  sniper  of  fame. 


TOMMY 


H.  do«.„.t  m  i„  „o.erf.i„s  :  h.  come,  i„  «„, 
or  tweeds,  * 

And  «»„.Ume.  bring,  from   Harrod.'  .on.  of  con. 

cenlrated  needs; 
He  doesn't  drop  hi,  *•,,  and  say  that  Hell  is  -ell- 
He.  »  educated  B.a,chford-wiU.,he  caving,  of' 

Oh  I  he-s   a   nutty,   natty    gent   who   asks    for 
Tommy's  clothes, 

The  q^ckes,  route  to  Corporal,  and  when  the 
transport  goes. 
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THE  NEW  TOMMY 

Hi  doewt  twill  hi!  innards  with  the  famed  Court 

Martial  Ale, 
Nor  doe.  he  "  glad "  the  QerUe.  who  make  the 

Rou6  pale, 

But  he  crave,  for  game,  of  Soccer,  a  taste  of 
Rugby  too, 

And  how  to  play  his  part  a.  the  Eton  Youngsters 
do. 

Oh  I  he*,  healthy,  and  he'.  wJM  ;  out  for  every 
sort  o'  prixc 

That  makes  the  muKles  sturdy  and  build  a  hate 
for  lies. 


He  has  no  time  for  Sergeants  who  only  curse  and 
whine 

And  address  a  crowd  of  rookies  as  "  a  sloppy  lot 

o'  swine  " ; 
He   says    that's   the    thing   for   prisons,    not    for 

gentlemen  who  pay 

Their  blood  and  earthly  treasure  to  keep  the  Huns 
at  bay. 

Oh  !    he  hates    the    viper's    tongue,   he  loathes 

the  sawdust-brain, 
And  he'll  write  to  his  M.P.    about  the  way  he's 

got  to  train. 


t- 
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THB  NEW  TOMMY 


StiU,  he',  reudal  i„  hi.  heart.    He  love,  the  Sub 

who  knows 
That   "Officer   and   g.„,l,n,„.. ..   ,h,   „,„ 

turthett  goeii>- 
The  fellow  who  «ays    •«  pu-iu.  ••  :«  »i. 

«>r.  of  way  '  '""'  ''"""•"'' 

That  mak„  ,hi.  Tommy  ,..1  and  charge  like  H_ 

into  the  fray. 

Oh  I   he-,  a.   British  .«   can  .^-Conservative, 
though  free 

To  vote   for   Asquith,  Bonar    Law,  or   ••  .ent. " 
called  LLP.  ** 


K'NO  of  the  deserts,  wuarti  of  schemes 
To  glory  the  wastes  and  fix  Gippy  dreams 
Of  a  land  of  fruits,  a  land  of  grain, 
To  enrich  the  -  Allah  and  ease  their  pain— 
Schemes  built  on  rails,  drains,  D.S.O.'s. 
'Gainst  brave  but  frenzied  Dervish  foes- 
Schemes  that  have  made  the  name  of  "  K." 
Worshipped  from  Cairo  to  Hudson  Bay. 


Do  you  of  the  Parish  know  this  man  ? 
Do  you  of  the  Press  know  the   brains  that  plan- 
Plan  for  ♦he  Right— plan  for  our  might- 
Plan  for  to  end  the  Prussian  t.  -it? 
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f  so,  then  sing  out-sing  out,  and  sing  long  • 
Let  your  trumpets  echo  in  tune  with  your  song 
Of  the  man  who  saved  an  Empire  at  bay— 
The  square-chinned  Sphinx  whom  men  call  "  K." 

NoTi.-.This    poem    was  written    on    the    eve   ni    i^^ 


x^^^ 


m  Tomm.  rooi^ 


Footer's  a  game  that  is  manly,  footer's  a  game 

that  is  clean, 
Footer's  a  game  thr.t  our  Tommy  likes,  to  keep 

him  fit  and  serene ; 
But  it  isn't  the  game  for  the  player,  who's  hired 

hke  a  mule  in  a  dray, 
It  isn't  the  game  to  go  and  see  when  our  '..,  i  on 

a  "  bob  "  a  day 

Are   facing  grim    hell    in    the    trenches,  shedding 

blood  in  the  game, 
While  fools  rush  in  with  a  Manner"  to  cheer  on 

their  gods  of  shame. 

Come,  look  at  their   chinless    faces ;    oh,  look  at 
their  blase  eyes, 

And  that  air  of  deep  devotion  as  they  watch  the 
fools  who  prize 
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34  OUR  FOOTBALL  FOOLS 

The  Gold  that  is  more  than  Duty ;  the  cheers  of 

this  foul-breathed  throng, 
Who  stink  the  air  with  their  curses,  who  sicken 

true  men  with  their  song 
Of   the  game  that's  a  game  of   blunder,  a  game 

that's  smelling  of  cash, 
A  game  that  will  rob  this  Nation  of  ours  of  its 

moral  strength  and  dash. 


They   play  while  the  shells  are  screaming;    play 

when  the  shambles  is  wet 
With   the   blood  of    their    battered    brothers,  the 

tears  of  the  dead  who've  met 
Grim  foes  on  the  touch-line  of  terror.     Foul  beasts 

in  a  gas-filled  goal, 
Who    murder    the    wounded    when    winning,   and 

whine  like  a  motherless  foal 
When  »bob»-a-day  men  seek  vengeance   for  the 

smelling  and  mangled  dead 
Whose    blood-lilled    mouths    reek    forth    Death's 

shame  on  the  brainless  football  head ! 


As  I've  said,  it's  the  game  for  Tommy,  and  the 

game  for  the  "  civvy  "  too, 
When  it's  played  to  freshen  the  body  and  keep 

the  morals  clean  and  true  ; 
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But  it  isn't  the  game  for  Mammon,    it  isn't  the 

game  for  the  fools 
Who  strike  when  working  munitions,    who  drink 

in  the  reeling  schools 
Of  those  who  rush  with  a  "tanner"  to  cheer  on 

their  gods  of  shame 
While  their  brothers  are  targets  of  «  Kultur,"  but 

never  apostles  of  shame. 


f 
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MERCHANTS 
SON 


Jimmy  Wares  possessed  no  Norman  Scroll, 
No  claims  on  caste  or  the  Mayfair  School'; 
His  Dad,  once  poor,  had  collared  a  shoal  ' 
Of  guineas  by  selling  good  linen  and  wool 
And  hke  self-made  men,  who  great  riches  win, 
He  deemed  that  his  son  should  found  a  hne 
By  rank,  and  the  sword,  in  the  hellish  din    ' 
Where  the  worst  is  worst,  and  the  fine  is  fine. 

This  road  to  blood  and  a  County  name 
Was  fair  and  square-though  rough  on  the  son, 
Whod  st.ll  got  the  brand  of  the  counter  game- 
That  veneer  of  style  that  the  stylish  shun. 
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And   thou«h  «„od  at  heart,  with  a  generous  ,„i„<,, 
He  showed  all  his  hand  by  sending  for  rules 
On  how  to  eat  shrimrs,  and  how  he  could  blind 
The  world  that  he  came  of  simpkeeping  schools. 

Would  a  gent  do  this?    Would  a  gent  do  that  ? 
s  .    form  to  wear  knickers  and  a  morning  coal ' 
1^  .t  nght  to  wear  brogues  with  a  bnwier  hat? 
M,o„,dJ,,e,..M,.    L,«,,,,„.,„^    I'-Old 

When  he  wrote  to  his  pals  of  his  famous  Corps 
Where  the  high-born  men  said  this  merchant's  son 
\Vas-.Not  a  bad  chap,  but  a  beastly  bore 


When    he    read    'The    Peerage-A.ul    I, 

-1 III 


cldiie.'  " 


'W 


it    is 


Jimmy    Wares    at    his    job,    though    straight    an<l 
keen, 

Worried  his  men  by  the  "Messing  About" 
Wh.ch  marks  the  "  new  man  "  who  has  uc'ver  been 
Taught,  W,«,  he  should  curse,  and  u,hc„   to  get 
out.  ^ 

He  knew  that  men  knew  he  was  newly  rich  ; 
He  knew  that  men  knew  he  was  aping  the  Nobs; 
But  he  worked  for  his  Dad  and  that  social  niche 
\\h,ch  ,s  open  to  brave  men,  salesmen  and  snobs 
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The  Ballet  girls'  lips  and  Rillet  girls'  schemes- 
Hesh  Oysters  and  Phiz,  and  nights  on  the  tiles  • 
Never     claimed     Jimmy.      He    stayed    with    his 
dreams, 

His  red  books  on  Tactics  and  strategy's  wiles. 
He  learnt  every  link  in  the  long  chain  of  war, 
The  weight-and  the  holes-in  a  soldier's  socks 
How  rust  can  be  hid  in  a  Lee-Metford  bore      ' 
And  why  the  Q.M.  need  not  get  "on  the  rocks." 

Subs,  borrowed  his  cheques.    Tommy  schemed  for 

his  gold, 
And  he  gave  it  in  heaps,  for  his  heart  was  kind, 
But  he  never  possessed  that  fame  and  respect 
Which  comes  at  a  bound  to  the  noble,  who  tind 
That    breeding   and    forbears    who'd    died    on    a 

lance, 

Who'd  kissed  a  Princess  or  an  actress  at  nights 
Makes  Jeading,  they  say,  as  plain  as  a  dance,      ' 
Without    stewing    up    Tactics    and    old    Boney's 
Tights.  ^ 


But  the  Dogs  of  War  ended  caste  and  its  pride ; 
The  need  of  brains  gave  Jimmy  his  chance ; 
He  was  never  away  from  his  Colonel's  side' 
In  the  great  retreat,  and  the  stern  advance 
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He  was  father  and  friend,  professor  and  law ; 
Men  looked  to  his  face  for  the  light  to  cheer, 
Men  jumped  at  his  will,  Subs.  listened  with  awe 
When  Adjutant  Wares  spoke  his  orders  char. 


His  hour  came  when,  on  a  wet  hellish  night, 
The  Prussian  Guard  pressed  the  bloodiest  scrum  ; 
When  Colonel  and  Captains  died  in  the  iight. 
And  four  hundred  men  lay  mangled  and  dumb. 
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A  spy  cried.  '' Retire  "-the  broken  lines  jumped 
ro  run  to  the  rear,  when  Jimmy  roared,  -  Halt- 
L.e  down,  men-He  down-we'Il  never  be  stumped 
K  you  hre  like  H ,  and  show  them  your  salt  - 

Though  their  bellies  were  void ;  thou^jh  wet,  out 
of  breath, 

The   Tommies   obeyed-Wares   had    shown    them 
nis  "guts," 

They  piled  up  the  dead-War's  cover  from  Death  • 
Ke-baded  then  poised  their  triggers  and  butts.       ' 
They  re    coming    on,    men,-wait    till    they    get 
near —  * 

Ready  now-Ready-At  the  swine-Rapid  Fire  I" 
rh.s  method  of  Hythe  cost  the  Prussians  dear 
And  made  Tommy  quite  pleased  he  did  nol  retire. 

He'd    risked    his   regiment,    and    he'd    staked    his 
rank. 

But  he  knew  the  Hun,  and  he  knew  hi,  "  boys  " 
And    though   Prussian  Guards  swarmed  flank  and 
nank, 

More  '.Rapid"  murdered  the  Potsdamming  Toys 
Attack  and  Attack  was  counter-attacked  well  •       ' 
The  Blankshire  bayonets  ripped  guts  and  hea'rts. 
And  shattered  the  Huns  so  gallant  and  well 
That  a  German  Division  was  broke  at  the  start 
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••Hold  on  for  an   hour,"  roared  a  •'Brass   H.it  " 

who'd  crawled 
Through  a  hail  of  lead,  thro„Kh  mud  and  blood  ; 
'•Yes,   for   two.   if   you're   pushed,"    brave   Jimmy 

bawled  ' 

To  the  B.M.,  then  running  back  through  the  mud 
For  a  thousand  Scots,  fresh,  lusty,  and  keen, 
Sent  up  as  sup|K)rts  for  the  Blankshire  Braves, 
He  found  them  in  time-rushed  them  straight  to 
the  scene, 

Thus  saved  a  Brigade  from  the  Prussian  knaves. 

The    remnant-a   hundred-tramped    back   at    the 
dawn, 

Still   proud,  though   bleeding,   though   broken   and 
done ; 

At  their  head  was  Jimmy,  on  a  stretcher  borne- 
He  was  dying  the  death  of  the  noblest  one. 
They  laid  him  down  on  a  bed  of  fresh  hay ; 
He    smiled    through    his  pain,   and   said,    "Good- 
bye — 

I'm-proud  of  the-Blanks.     You've-saved  the- 
day, 

And  now-Good-bye  ;  I'm  going-to— Die." 

A  millionaire  merchant  in  linen  and  wool 
Mourns  for  a  son-and  the  loss  of  his  fame, 


•ill"  -.¥' 
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Thai  rvo„U  have  U/lcd  him  into  ike  County  School 
And  ntven  his  cheques  a  cavalier's  name. 
IVhile  a  woman  oj  Blood  is  weary  and  sad 
That  she'd  loved  the  dead^just  for  his  gold 
And  weeps  to  her  Goii  for  the  merchant  I  J 
Who  died  ,n  blood  like  the  Bloods  of  old 


"  n 


rAI^I:w^:l], 

TO  THE 

PARPANKllCS. 


Wf   have   left  the   scenes  of  Klory,  the  gullies  of 
blotxl  .uid  fame, 

We    have    ended    the    greatest    story    of    energy, 
chivalry,  blame. 

Left  but  dead  men  and  crosses,  the  en^pty  trench 
and  the  shell, 

As  souvenirs  of  the  mighty  who  fired,  who  fought 
and  fell, 

In  the  greatest  feat  in  history-landing  against  the 
odds, 

Advertised    as    ''quite    imposs."    by    the    Lager- 
guzzling  Gods. 

Though  Achi-Baba's  wet  with  blood,  and  trenches 

reek  of  the  smelling  dead, 
Though   critics    cast   their    parish    mud,   and    cal' 

aloud  f(      someone's  head, 

«3 


U    FAUEWELL  TO  TflB  DAHDANELLES 

Wc,    wh.,    know.    ,rc    not    a,hame<I,_W4r    i.   » 
Uame— a  big  jpmc,  ,0,, 

In  which   Ki.m.,  deal.  „,.,  .hamc  wi.h  fame  lo 
keep  our  •piritt  clean  and  Irue- 

«ptir  a  Nation  itronif. 
An.l  .hi,  Retrea.  .hall  be   .he  meat  .0   make  „, 
siiig  the  victor's  tong. 


The  Twen.y.K'in.h  and  Uwlan.l  men.  An.ac  lad, 

and  Naval  A.B.'s, 
Will   l«   herae.  ,0   our   children,   and    our    dear 

cliildrcn  o'er  the  seas 
S.-.ibe,    will    ,ell    or    .he'ir    bloody    (eats-uhe,. 

mocked  by  wire  and  tire  of  the  "  Hu,„  • 

T  r^i^"   ""•'""    '"»'    ""KK^-'orn    l.y 
the  Lyddite  that  stuns, 

They  charged  with  a   smile   on   their  faces,  wen. 

.0  .heir  dea.h  wi.h  a  cheer 
Died    wi.h    .he    blood   on    .heir    bayonet,,    that 

shivered  the  harems  with  fear. 


This   was   no   luxurious    field-no    coffee-cups   or 

the  London  Times, 
No    se^  en-pound    gifts    per    G.RO.;     Billets    and 

iJirls  and  Panto,  rhymes; 
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"   uaa   Hell  at   the   dawn,  Hell   all  through   the 
day, 

Hell  up  in  the  trcnchet,  Hell  down  at  the  R»y 
But   it   wa.  glorious   Hell,   and    a     Hell    that  '  i, 
famed 

For   it.    legion    of    heroes-Dead,    mining,    and 
maimed. 

Farewell  to  Anxac,  and  sad  Sulva  Riy !   Farewell 

to  the  beaches  down  Hellet  way 
Farewell    to   the   dead  asleep   in  thi  clay,  whose 

crosses  shall  signal  out  to  the  Bay 
That  death  i,  better  than  shame.     Death  is  good 

in  the  game 

That  add,  to  our  ChrUti.n  (a„,e,  and  wip«  „„i 

tne  bloody  name 
Of  the  vulgar  tribe  of   Prussian    Lords,    who   rape 

because  of  the  blood  of  hogs, 
Whose    kultur    always   stinks    and   clogs  like   the 

smell  of  the  mangy  Stamboul  dogs. 


I  i 
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Sav  you  who  wallow  deep  in  your  beefsteak  and 
your  gold, 

Who    only    know   your    street,   and    never,    never 
catch  a  cold, 

How  smug  and  fat  you  are ;  too  slow  to  think  or 
dream 

Of  what  an   Empire  means,  or  a  brutal  campaign 

A  podgy  soul  of  podgy  mind,  a  fool  unlettered 
unrefined,  ' 

Not  even  kindly  when  you're  kind  ;  the  biggest 
pest  that  man  e'er  dined. 

id 
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Have  you  ever  heard  the  shrapnel  and  the  lyddite 

•cream  and  boom  ? 
Have   you   ,..„    our   gallant    Tommies   dead    and 

mangled  in  the  tomb  ? 
Have   you   /.//   ,he   ,.,el    .hat   jags,    that    mixes 

stomach,  heart,  and  spleen  ? 


Have  you  «.„  a  great  offensive  charging  forward, 
screen  on  screen? 

Gad !   ye  shiver   and    ye   pale,  your  heart  and 
knees  a-quail ; 

You're  decadent  and  sneakish,  you  who'd  dare 
to  ply  the  flail. 


fi 
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Yet,  'tis   you  who  whine  and  scowl  at  our  com- 
muniques,  reports, 

•Tis  you  who  dare  to  talk  of  great  offensives  and 
supports, 

You    who  sit  and    guzzle,  damn  and    damn,  and 
criticize 

The  men  who've  faced  an  army,  ten,  aye  twenty 
times  their  size. 
Oh,  pestilented,  horrid  swine !     I'd  bait  you  on 

a  salmon  line 
-Play  you  slowly,  dev'lish   fine,  right    through 
your  blazing  vats  of  wine. 


•:|^ 
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There's  a  corps  of  fakirs  and  quakers    students 
and  peace  envoys, 

A  corps  that  ha  n't  got  rifles,  bayonets,  and  quick- 
firing  toys, 

Blokes  who  don't  get  drill  order,  route  marching, 

and  sweating  night-ops, 
Swaddies  who   talk  about    Shakespeare,   eat   buns 

and  Soldiers'  Home  "Drops." 


They're    most    respectable  fellows.     They  seldom 

get  "clinked"  or  C.B. 
They  never  chase  Aldershot  Lizzies,  and  only  get 

fuddled  on  tea. 
They    sing,    "O   Lord    we  are    Holy,"  and   their 

only  curse  word  is  d . 

They  get  converted  thrice  weekly,  for  free  feeds 
of  cookies  and  jam. 
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Their  colours  </o  smell  of  Carbolic-Colours  of  lint 
and  of  wool, 

Embroidered   with   forceps  and  scalpels  to  show 

the  dissecting  school, 
And  their  marching  tunc  it  is  eerie-it's  the  awful 

"  Dead  March  in  Saul  "— 
They're  the  mourners  and  undertakers  for  those 

who've  answered  the  Call. 

Some  call  them  the  Linseed  Lancers;  others  dub 

them  the  Poultice  Crush  ; 
And  they're  bossed  by  men  "On  the  Panel,"  and 

nurses  trained  not  to  blush 
When    chloroformed    Mr.    Atkins    mumbles    out 

"  Bli'me  "—and  "  H ." 

As  they  dig  out  the   jagging    Dum-dum  or  lump 

of  a  German  shell. 


But  theirs  is  a  job  with  no  limelight-no  touch  of 
the  cinema  game ; 

They  work  till  they  drop  in  the  stretchers-never 

court  D.C.M.  fame; 
They    slog   when    the   Tommy    is   fighting -slog 

when  he's  resting  in  rear. 
If  they  don't  carry  rifles  and  bayonets,  they  always 

bring  succour  and  cheer. 


THE  RA.M.C. 
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When  shells  are  screaming  and  bursting-Dng-out, 
become  shambles  and  graves,  "^ 

When  limbs  and  heads  are  a-flying.  it's  the  He. 
who  quietly  braves 


irer 


Wounds,   death,   murder,  or  capture,   to   bandage 
the  moaning  and  main^ed 

And   caror   .he    weary   and   d,ing   tothe    Haven 
that  Lister  has  famed. 
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Hats  off  to  the  men  ''00  the  Panel !"    Hats  off  to 

the  Sisters  so  sweet, 
And  «.lute  even,  Stretcher-bearer  who  goes  march- 

«ng  down  your  street ; 
H  they  don't  carry  ritle,  and  bayonet,,  and  their 

march  is  the  "  March  in  Saul  •> 
They-re  IT  in  the  wards  of  merc'y,  and  ,T  where 

the  mangled  call. 
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Tennyson  made, 

To  Write  of  the  Border  gallaats  who  served  in  , 
Scots  Brigade,  «  'n  a 

Men^of  *e  hilk  and  snowdri«s-„e„  of  .he  weaver's 

'"""'^'ho";  "'  °"  ""'''''°"'  '"  "'"  ""'  "-  ««der 

A  'ho-and  sons  of  bold  Rievers  who  dreamed  of 
the  Battle  Yards, 

Where  bonnet,  and  blades  were  headed  by  brave 
McSteele  from  the  Guards. 
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Proud  as  the  Roman's  r  r^nr    «i.       i 

hilln,c„are,        " '"^•^"'-"'""8'-  l«>or  a,  all 

Wordlc...  and  ..rangdy  ,i,e„, ,    communing  wi.h 
thmgs  that  debar  * 

The  j„.  of  ,he  snipe  from  .he  city;  .he  fi„h  »£ 
the  things  unclean— 

me  might-have-been, 


*i:  i 


McSteel.  wa,   .heir   friend    and   ruler.  .  man    of 
that  iron  and  blood 

"'tim?i::7:t°' •----■---, 

As  cream    of   .he  folk   called    fien.ry-ge„.ry  «■« 
never  disown. 

And  .his  brave  knight  of   .he   Borders,  wiU,  .he 

grace  and  pride  of  the  Guards 
Lived  for  his  bonnefs  and  bayone.s',  pined  for  .he 

grim  BatUe  Yards. 
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Time  found  them  dumped   near  the  Narrow.,  to 

wrest  from  the  Turks  the  claim 
Of  I^rd.  of  the  strip  of  briny  that  threaten,  our 

fcastcrn  fame. 

And  their  job  was  the  job  of  .hru.ting-gri,,pi„R 
three  hnes  of  earth  »  '  1     s 

From   Enver's   dupe,   and  va«ai»,  but  va,«ls  of 

faith  and  worth. 
Though  .helled  by  gun,  th.it  thundered  swift  death 

Wood,  terror,  and  tear., 

The  remnant  wailed  for  Allah'.  «kc-Allah  who 
bribes  their  fears. 


When  the  song  of  the  guns  had   ended.   McSteele 

yelled,  "Charge!  "and  well 
He   led   them   through  shrieking   shrapnel   and  a 

zippmg  Dum-dum  Hell. 
Men  fell  riddled  and  mangled ;  the  air  echoed  the 

weird  death-shriek, 
But  on  went  McSteele,  the  Guardsman,  in  a  way 

of  which  regiments  speak 
Was  true  of  the  Guard,   .-.„d   Border,,-.rue    of 
the  men  from  the  hills 

that  slaughters  and  kills. 
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THE  BORDER  BREED 


They  reached    the    third   «(    the    trenches.    AU« ! 

this  third  was  a  scrape 
Of  earth  that  di.pcd  air  oUervcrs,  and  sent  bravw 

McStceIc  to  \m  fate. 

So,  seeking  for  their  olijectivc,  these  braves  were 
hired  to  a  Ttic 


I  <^  i       • 
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That  staggered,  murdered  and  mangled,  and  caused 
the  order — "  Retire  !  " 

From  out  of  a  thousand  heroes  a  hundred  Hmped 
to  the  rear, 

Bleeding,  battered,  and   broken-minus   the   Chief 
without  fear. 
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There's  gloom  on  the  hilU  of  the   Borderi,  gloom 
by  the  ttiuttle  and  loom, 

For     McSteele    and    his     mining    gallants— and 
"missing"  it  mainly  doom. 

No  praises  are  printed  in   pa|>er»— no  praises  are 
wanted  or  asked, 

For  Duty's  the  creed  of  the  Hillmcn,  Death  they 
expect  in  the  task. 

Oh,  Brilons,  thank  Gjd  for  the  BonUrt  f    Thank  God 
/or  the  men  who  parade. 

Square-jawed,  ghin,  dour,  and  determined,  in  a  far- 
off  Lowland  Brif*ade  ! 


AWCC  f  M 


"Mv     advice     to     you     W^ki..,"     naid     Private 
McPhec, 

"Is  keep  your  eye  down-dont  go  on  the  spree 
Don't  nod  to  the  Colo,.el  and  call  him  Bill 
Don't  ask  the  S.M.  for  a  fag  or  a  gill, 
And,  if  you  want  to  get  on,  Salute,  Salute 
Salute  every  ,  Salute,  Salute. 


"When    you're    fed    up    with    drill    and    want    a 
pass. 

Arrange  that  your  mother  should  faint  at  Mass 
And  get  your  Dad  to  send  on  a  wire— 
•Your  mother  is  dying;  please  come,  McGuirc  ' 
You'll  get  your  pass-and  the  loan  of  a  quid 
I£-your  Captain's  soft  in  his  hc.irt  and  '  lid.' 
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••  Now  lhirc'»  a  thing  that  they  cmIU  C.B. 

They  givet  you  a  Uom  (or  Insing  too  free 
With  the  Coloncli  cook,  or  a  civvy'i  beer, 
Or  giving  up  lip  to  the  Scrgcanfn  dear. 
When  you  gets  a  few  clays,  just  kid  you're  ill. 
Get  a  sick  report  and  a  Numlwr  Nine  I'ill. 


"Now,  mark  my  woids,  you've  got  to  l>c  *  Hy,' 
Dodge  drill  when  you  can,  but  never  s;iy  die, 
When  the  cookhouse  goes  or  the  canteen's  free 
For  a  pint  per  man  from  our   P.M.C., 
But  remember  this—Salute  ar.d  S.Uute, 
Salute  every ,  Salute,  S.'dutc." 


'I'mft"*' 
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A  THOUSAND  Scots,  brand  new  to  the  game 
Marched  in  the  night  to  the  scenes  of  fame- 
Marched  by  the  light  of  star-shells  strange 
And  the  flash  of  guns  that  knew  the  range. 
Their  tongues  were  still,  their  hearts  beat  fast 
As  they  trekked  and  thought  of  how  men  passed. 

Phut !  came  a  bullet  straight  in  the  breast 
Of  poor  Tam  Green,  and  one  of  the  best ; 
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He  fell  with  a  moan  and  curses  fierce— 
His  blood  was  seen  by  the  lights  that  pierce, 
From  the  star-shells  weird  and  Seventy-fives, 
Which  thunder  Death  into  Turkish  hives. 


^'  Pass  on  ! "  shouted  out  a  CO.  they  knew 
Had  the  pluck  and  grit  of  a  fine  Rugger  Blue. 
The  Column  then  dipped  into  pools  of  clay, 
Where  many  had  died  for  a  "  bob  "  a  day. ' 
Gad !  how  the  bullets  pinged  and  cracked, 
And  the  star-shells  showed  how  they  crawled  and 
tacked  ! 

Then  came  the  dawn  in  a  gully  that's  famed 

For  blood  and  gangrene,  crosses  and  maimed, 

And  the  mouldy  dead  made  a  grim  salute 

To  the  thousand  Scots  who'd  come  there  to  shoot 

Deluded  Turks,  befooled  to  the  game 

By  a  Pasha  who  worships  the  cult  of  shame. 

Lancashire  lads,  mourning  Leaders  and  pals. 
Looked  out  of  holes  like  pirates  in  kraals, 
And  shouted  a  welcome-some  gave  a  salute 
To  the  Tramping  Jocks  now  itching  to  shoot 
The  sons  of  Allah— brave  Moslem  too, 
Fooled  by  a  Turk  with  the  blood  of  1  Jew. 
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They  lined  the  zigzagged  Plain  of  Tears ; 
They  saw  the  hill  of  slaughtering  fears ; 
Moaned  for  the  riddled  dead  who  lay 
On  parapcL,  wires,  and  in  sUnking  clay. 


u  i. 


The    sights    made    them    fierce,    their   philosophy 

changed, 
Jaws  became  set  and  their  rifles  ranged. 

The  thousand  Scots  then  started  to  pray, 
To  use  their  steel  in  the  Lowland  way. 
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It  was  answered  too,  for  the  Turks  came  down 
Like  flies  from  out  of  a  stinking  town. 
"Allah  I  Allah  !"  they  cried,  as  on  they  ran. 
"Rapid     Fire,"    yelled    chiefs    of    the    Lowland 
Clan. 

They  fell  with  shrieks  that  still  haunt  the  brain, 
But  others  charged  on-charged  on-in  vain ; 
For  out  of  the  earth  leaped  Lowland  Braves' 
To  gouge  the  hearts  of  cute  Enver's  slaves. 
Some  cried  for  mercy-some  called  on  their  Gods, 
As  their  blood  ran  out  to  the  sweltering  sods. 

But  Death's  half  the  price  of  all  success ; 
Men,  mangled  and  maimed,  are  part  of  the  mess. 
The  thousand  Scots  at  that  muster-cal! 
Answered  but  numbered  eight  hundred  in  all ; 
Bloody  and  wise,  with  death-haunted  eyes. 
They  mustered,  and  mourned  at  the  price  of  the 
prize. 

So,  off  with  your  hats,  you  civines  that  skunk, 
Salute  the  diced  bonnets  that  never  know  funk. 
Let  their  bravery  stab  and  stab  in  the  shame 
That  you  are  a  fool,  while  they  play  that  game, 
Not  measured  in  gold,-if  measured  in  tears, 
But  tears  that  shall  blot  out  the  cunning  o/years. 
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Though  there',  blood  and  death  around  you, 
Though  the  front  and  flanin  are  bu'.t 

And  the  Ammunition  Column's  sniped  and  gone 
Square  your  chin,  and  curse  the  slacker  • 
Hold  jmr  part,  obey  your  trust. 

If    y^'re   wounded,    sUrt   out   yelling,    "Carry 


«> 


There's  miners  and  miners  of  Britain- 
Miners  of  fame  and  of  shame, 
Miners  whoVe  digging  to  Berlin, 
And  miners  who've  sullied  their  name 

By  crying,  -Traitor"  and  "Treason " 
To  their  signees  of  Service  and  Reason. 

?"*;':/'^^:-^ydi^er  of  glory- 
The  feUow  who's  mining  in  "  Hell  "- 
Is  the  man  who's  shrapnelled  the  story 
That  all  miners  are  fellows  who  sneU 
Scrvice-a  lure  of  the  classe 
To  crush  the  miners  and  ma  ses. 

Off  with  your  hats  to  this  miner 
Who  fights  on  a  non-union  rate 
Who  kills  the  Hun  and  the  whiner 
Of  "Calais"  and  Hymns  of  Hate, 
Who  mines  and  counter-mines  well 
And  shovels  the  Huns  into  Hell.     ' 
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He  came  to  us  new-a  smile  on  his  face 
Health  in  his  blood,  and  "life"  in  his  pace  • 
He'd  come  for  to  train,  to  fight,  and  to  die ' 
For  thmgs  that  mean  aU  to  those  who  know  why. 

At  first  he  was  "green"  and  shy  of  the  "Tough  " 
So  tactful  and  kind-afraid  to  be  rough, 
But  he  mastered  the  tricks-soon  shouted.  "  Shun ! " 
In  a  way  that  would  have  straightened  a  Hun. 

When  bullets  came  "Phut !"  he  lit  up  a  fag  • 
When  men  were  "dead  beat,"  he  never  did  nag  • 
When  Lyddite  and  shrapnel  spread  terror  around. 
Hesmiledandsaid, "  Boys,  we  must  hold  our  ground." 

Then  Fate  sent  a  sheU  with  a  shuddering  Boom » 
It  burst!    There  was  death,  disaster,  and  gloom. 
Young  Gnerson  feU  dying-a  smile  on  his  face 
And  muttering  low,  "Number  Three-hold   your 
place!"  ' 
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God  of  our  race,  there's  a  platoon  that  is  sad 
For  Grierson,  the  brave  and  bright  soldier  lad 
Who  died  for  a  cause  that's  greater  by  far 
Than  that  of   -The  CIVVYr   who   schemes    for  a 
*'Slar:' 
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O'riARE 

AMP 

M'POO. 
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Billets  are  places  in  lone  parts, 
Where  women  and  wine  are  unknown, 
Where  schemes  of  the  men  who're  mighty 
Create  a  Liquorless  zone; 
With  no  girls  in  the  luring  ballet- 
No  music  hall  Maudies  and  Gerts— 
No  mansions  with  flappers  rosy- 
Nothing,  yea,  nothing  in  skirts. 

For  it's  ruled  by  the  men  who  order 
That  Subs,  and  the  Tommies  too, 
Must  ba.Msh  their  dreams  of  Hymen, 
And  drink  of  the  lime  juice  brew. 
Yet,  it's  whispered  in  every  unit 
That  the  men  who  create  these  laws 
Are  old  and  cold  as  the  mountains, 
And  held  by  the  marriage  clause. 
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O  HARE  AND  MFO() 

This,  then,  was  the  dry  position 
Which  faced  Privates  O'Hare  and  MToo, 
Knights  of  the  Marnc  and  Soissons, 
And  Chiefs  of  the  Canteen  crew. 
"  This,"  said  O'Hare,  "  is  the  limit, 
Worse  than  the  sheUing  and  mud  ; 
There's  nowt  but  drillin'  an'  marcliing, 
An'  never  a  sign  of  a  pub." 
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So  they  whispered  of  deeds  unlawful, 
And  now  and  then  mentioned  a  name 
Of  a  lady  of  "  ways,"  called  Clara, 
Who  served  up  the  ales  of  fame. 
This  vision  of  Life  and  Laughter, 
The  thought  of  the  cooling  beer, 
Made  the  one  agree  with  the  other 
That  an  absence  was  worth  its  cheer. 


I; 


They  ''borrowed"  the  S.M.'8  money, 
Took  a  "  loan "  of  the  Captiin's  clothes, 
Mounted  the  Subaltern's  sidecar, 
And  whisked  to  the  •'  Crown  and  Rose." 
How  they  laughed  when  Sergeant  Bludgeon, 
The  Provo  with  a  Sherlock's  ways, 
Was  done  in  the  eye  and— saluted 
His  old  pals  of  defaulter's  days  I 
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O'HARE  AND  MTOO 

"  'Ow  do,  ,nv  clears  !  "  said  Miw  Cbra, 
A«  they  entered  the  bar  of  fame, 
And  called  for  qimrtt  of  the  liquor 
That  makei  even  a  padre  game. 
Then  O'Harc  and  MToo  muttered  lowly 
The  thingH  that  the  printer  tays 
Are  only  published  in  Paris, 
Because  of  our  Methody  ways. 


"  I  likes  you  fellows,"  said  Clara, 
Who  was  old  in  the  ways  of  Eve, 
As  she  stroked  their  hands  and  faces, 
And  thought  of  the  gold  they'd  leave. 
"  And  I  likes  you,"  said  gay  Paddy, 
Kissing  the  lips  that  were  full  ; 
While  M'Foo  pressed  her  little  finger 
In  the  style  of  the  Simla  school. 


Iff* 


And  between  the  wine  and  the  wooing, 
The  lights  and  the  fine  cigars, 
They  soared  to  the  rank  of  Colonels 
In  the  giddy  old  Green  Hussars. 
"  'Ow  nice,  ole  dears  !  "  chirped  Clara, 
And  there  and  then  promised  to  ride ' 
On  a  moonlight  trip  to  Amoura, 
Where  the  ladies  of  fame  reside. 
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O'HARB  AND   M'FOO 

But  twixt  the  promite  and  keeping 
T*here  comes  many  an  ugly  Jar ; 
For,  just  as  they'd  fixed  the  outing, 
A  big  trooper  entered  the  bar. 
"  Hello,  old  gel !    How't  things  with  you  ? 
Haven't  seen  you  for  weeks  and  weeks." 
"  What  luck,  my  dear  ! "  mumbled  Clara, 
Between  the  smacks  on  her  cheeks. 
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"  Expect  he's  a  swank— Home  Service,  eh  ! " 
Muttered  Pat,  who'd  fight  in  his  eye. 
"  Yes,  guardin'  pubs,  an'  stacks  o'  hay," 
Said  M'Foo,  with  an  angry  sigh  ; 
For  the  men  who  slog  in  "ammos" 
Have  a  grouse  'gainst  they  who  ride— 
Their  swanking  cords  and  clanking  swords 
Make  them  lords  of  the  country-side. 


"  Cavalry— shun  I "  roared  mad  O'Hare. 

The  trooper  stood  up  with  a  start. 

"  Do  you  know,  me  lad,  we're  Colonels, 

An'  this  is  our  little  tart  ? 

Besides,  you  should  asl    permission 

To  kiss  a  Superior's  gel. 

Dismiss,  me  lad— go— hook  it,  now, 

Or  we'll  give  you  a  bit  o'   ell." 
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OiURE  AND  MFOO 

"Yo«rrow.y-faceclgraveI.cru.her( 
Voii  dirly-neckcd  Abientcef" 
S.ml  the  trooper,  felling  the  -  Colonel ' 
An  the  Wdotlman  levels  bin  tree 


T:ik'  that,  you  dung-liftin'  trooper" 
R..'plied  Jock,  with  a  terrible  blow  ' 
Which  knocked  the  lover  of  Clara' 
Through  the  glass  of  a  wine  bureau 
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But  the  men  who're  mounted  are  galUnt. 
So  the  trooper,  bleetUnu,  l><>t  Kime, 
Tackled  the  one,  then  the  other, 
In  a  style  that's  worthy  of  fame  ; 
While  Clara  shrieked  out  her  terror 
At  ♦'  .'  bl.'od,  the  skin,  and  the  hair, 
V'lic'    fLrnv<    ti.     b;»r  to  a  shamblci, 
A.  a  rai-r,l  t't  r    ice  frum  their  lair. 

"Ah  I  ^rt  y..ti  r;t    lit,  you  blif-htcrs  "• 
Rj-icI  "biiMt^e,*   bursting  into  the  bar. 
"TiVr    'fit,  y,v  Toozly-faced  iKKMcrs," 
Neatly  audij.tj  '^^  overdue  scar ; 
"An'  that's  for  you  to  ride  'orsca. 
Now,  all  of  you,  out  with  your  'ands 
Thut'i  it !     Now,  on  with  the  '  darl)ies,'  " 
Yelled  he  to  his  G.M.P.  ?jand. 
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They  were  "clinked "in  the  Quarter  Guardroom, 

Where  the  fleas  arc  numbered  and  known, 

And  marched  at  the  dawn  to  a  Captain 

In  the  clothes  once  the  Captain's  own  ; 

But  he,  like  the  men  of  the  Army, 

Was  a  soldier  and  sportsman  too, 

And  almost  burst  into  laughter 

When  he  looked  at  O'Hare  and  M'Foo 
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He  sent  them  to  what's  called  Detention, 
Which  O'Kare  says  is  "next  door  to  'ell'" 
And  there  they  scrubbed  and  picked  oakum 
And  thought  of  that  wonderful  belle 
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Who'd  stirred  their  thirst  and  their  passions  • 
^es,  lured  them  to  armfuls  of  bliss, 
Then  smashed  their  dreams  'cause  the  fashion 
Is— '' Troopers  for  Missus  an'  Miss." 
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O'HARE  AND  MTOO 

There's  a  Provo  with  the  face  of  a  bruiser, 
A  stick  that  could  murder  an  ox, 
Who  curses  and  marches  defaulters 
Till  the  sweat  runs  into  their  sox ; 
But  the  two  that  he  loves  to  handle 
Are  the  famed  O'Hare  and  AfFoo, 
Knights  of  the  Marne  and  Soissons, 
And  Chiefs  of  the  Canteen  crew. 
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A  Sngs 


"  I  woxDER  Where  Maudie's  playing  to-night." 
Muttered  Second-Lieutenant  Julius  Knighte 

Of  a  Kitchener  Army  Crush. 
"She's  fine  !     By  Jove,  and  she  kisses  well. 
Her  lips  would  send  a  Quaker  to  H 

And  make  an  old  padre  blush. 

"  Ah  !  I  loved  her  too,  till  that  vulgar  swine 
Came  with  his  car,  his  rings,  and  his  wine, 
And  bought  her  lips  with  his  cash 

And    yet  .  .  .  Poor    girl  ...  Her    screw's  only  a 
quid '  •' 

For  dancing  in  tights  and  playing  the  kid 
In  a  musical  comedy  hash. 
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A  sub;s  affair 
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"Still  I  can't  forget  sweet  Maudie  yet, 

And  I  believe  she  loathes  her  wealthy  'pc.'— 

And  would  marry  me  if  I  asked," 
Muttered  Second- Lieutenant  Julius  Knighle, 
Rising  and  putting  his  head  in  sight 

Of  a  Sniper  cleverly  masked. 

Ping !  sang  the  lead  through  the  still  night-air. 
And  Knighte  fell  dead  on  his  dug-out  stair, 
And  that  was  the  end  of  a  Sub.'s  ''affair," 


y;    n 
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THE  EXILE'S  SONG 

'  Oh,  play  me  a  tune  on  the  Pipes,  Don  ; 
Play  the  Laments  that  I  lo'e— 
The  weird  an'  luring  Lochaber, 
That  talc's  me  tae  days  that  we  rue  ; 
Play,  oh,  play  the  great  marches ; 
Play  a  strathspey  or  a  reel, 
For  i  m  dyin'  an'  passin'  away,  Don, 
To  the  Land  that's  made  for  the  Leal. 


m 


.  i- 


Chorus 

"  For  the  Pipes  mean  laughter  and  solace. 
The  Pipes  mean  glory  an'  pride  ; 
The  Pipes  tak'  me  hame  tae  the  Glen,  Don, 
That  hame  on  oor  bonnie  hillside. 

"Ay,  that's  it-' The  Flooers  o'  the  Forest.' 
Soft  noo,  soft ;  ay,  that* s  fine. 
It  croons  me,  croons  me,  my  Donald, 
To  youth  an'  bonnie  sunshine. 
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Ah  tnc !  I'm  glcd  noo,  but  weary- 
Weary  tae  pass  tae  the  Glen, 
Where  God  says,  '  Welcome,  my  Flora, 
The  daughter  of  brave  Highlandmen.' 


Chorus 

"  For  the  Pipes  mean  laughter  an'  solace, 
The  Pipes  mean  glory  an'  pride  ; 
The  Pipes  tak'  me  hame  tae  the  Glen,  Don, 
That  hame  on  oor  bonnie  hillside." 


-J  - 
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THE  GLESCA  KILTIES 

If  you're  six  feet  in  your  stockin , 
An'  your  chest  is  forty-five, 
If  your  knees  are  never  knockin', 
An'  your  feet's  a  dacent  size, 
You  can  jine  the  Glcsca  Kilties, 
An'  get  fed  on  pies  an'  beer, 
Tae  pu'  the  Govan  Polis 
An  toss  the  Caber  clear. 


Chorus 

O  Dugal,  Duncan,  Donal', 
If  ye  want  free  holidays, 
Tatties,  whuskey,  beer,  an'  herrin', 
An'  a  suit  o'  Hielan'  claes. 
Come  an'  jine  the  Kilty  Corps, 
Come  an'  pu'  the  Tug-o'-war, 
Come  an'  march  an'  dance  an'  sing, 
Wi'  the  Sodgers  o'  the  King. 
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THE  CAMERONS  (K  1) 

We're  Hidan'mcn  frae  Inverneis, 

Calcutta,  Troon,  Mulgy  ; 
We're  swanky  lads  in  Hielan'  dress, 

Altho'  we  need  some  dye 
Tae  gie  oor  legs  the  ghillie  touch, 

An'  buy  some  cotton  wool 
Tae  pad  oor  hose  an'  show  the  folks 

We're  off  the  Hielan'  school. 


t 
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Chorus 

We  can  dress  an'  chew  the  Tartan, 
An'  say  Cumarashinchoo ; 
We  can  eat  twa  pun'  o'  haggis, 
Drink  a  pail  o'  Hielan'  Dew  ; 
We  can  fecht  the  Army  Polls, 
An'  pu'  the  Tug-o'-War ; 
We're  deevils  wi'  the  weemin ; 
So  come,  fecht  us— if  ye  daur. 
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Kangaroo. 
Marines.  !L 


List  to  the  tramp  of  The  Kangaroo  Marines ! 
Look!     How    they    march  I    Oh,    what    splendid 

machines ; 
Hearty  and  strong,  sunburnt  and  long— 
Cornstalks  from  Sydney,  Perth,  and  Geelong. 
Rough  and  ready  boys— w/  fancy  dandy  toys, 
Men !  Men  I  Men  !  Australia's  soldier  boys. 

Chorus 
Hurrah !  hurrah  f  for  The  Kangaroo  Marines— 
Darlings    to    the  housemaids,  darlings  to  our 
Queens. 

Oh,  coo-ee—coo-ee—coo-ee  them  along! 
Coo—ee  loud  and  strong ! 
Coo-ee  !    Coo-^ee  I    Coo-ee ! 
^•o-T — The  Kangaroo  Marines. 
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Yes,  and  in  Cairo  they  charmed  the  harems  too, 
Stoic  the  Paiha'w  darUngs,  and  whispered,  "  Ducky 
do— 

Come  for  a  iight  of  the  Pyramids  at  night. 
Kiss  me,  little  miss,  'neath  the  tnoon-moon-Ught." 
Oh,  giddy,  giddy  l>oy9 !    There  wot  an  awful  noise 
When  you  stoJe  the  Pasha's  little  kiting  joys. 
Chonis— 


Then  you  went  to  Anzac.    How  the  girlies  cried 
When  they  read   about   the    landing-noted   how 
you  died 

Charging  and  barging  with  bayonet  and  with  shell 
Turks  who  shouted  -  Allah  -  then  ran  away  like  'ell. 
You're  the  envy  of  the  Army,  the  envy  of  the  Fleet. 
The  flappers  of  Australia  think  you're  just  a  treat. 
Chorus — 
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THE  KANGAROO  MARINES 


List  to  the  tramp  of  The  Kangaroo  Maiinei  I 
They  stagger  I    Th^'re  wounded,    bleeding   from 

the  t€enet 
Of  Death  that  is  Llory— Den^h  that's  set  afire 
The  love  of  eve.^   woman  in  this  great  Empire! 
MilUgirls,  shop-girls,  housemaids,  and  Queens, 
Hip-hip-hooray  !  for— Tht  Kangaroo  Marines  I 

Chorus — 
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TO  THE 


RpYALp/V 


I'VE  never  saluted  the  Quarter-deck,  not   tramped 

the  Bridge  of  Sighs, 
Never    talked    shop    in    a    Gunroom,    ot    Jooked 

through  an  E  Boat's  eyes. 
For    I'm  only  a   gravclpunchcr  in  a  terra    firma 

khaki  crush 
(Tho'  I  once  had  a  sail  on  a  sweeper  when  doing 

the  Helles  rush) ; 
And  tho'  the  Snotty  and  Commander  often  pinch 

a  soldier's  lass, 

I  love  the  Royal  Navy,  and  salute  them  when  they 
pass. 

I  Uke  the  cocky  T.B.D.'s,  that  bob  like  corks  on 

the  Hun-lcss  seas. 
Bossed  by  cocky-no>ed  youngsters,  who  pot  with 
their  shrapnel  peas 
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TO  THE   ROYAL   NAVY 


"Dead  Marines"  and  salmon  tins,  and  old  barrels 

on  the  run — 
Anything    that    a    rum-nosed    watch    takes    for    a 

"  U  "  of  the  Huns  ; 
And  don't  these  cocky  T.B.D.'s  swank  in  front  of 

the  Troopship's  eyes 
When  escorting  a    freight  of    rivals  to    the  parts 

where  the  rival  dies ! 


When   I'm   eating  my    healthy  rations  or  sipping 

my  tot  of  rum, 
I  think  of  the  Royal  Navy  that  holds  the  Key  of 

the  scrum 
That's   locked   the   barnacled   bottoms   of   Tirpitz, 

groaning  with  the  cobwebbed  Krupps, 
Created  to  batter  Jack  Fisher's  babes  and   flatten 

the  Bulldog's  pups, 
Who,  under   the  square-jawed    Beatty,  have    Blu- 

chered  one  Blucher  Toy, 
And  wait    with   eyes    that   are   sleepless    to   give 

Arthur  Balfour  joy. 


The    Army   says  at   a   land    Review    you    wobble 

too  much,  and  crow 
For  a  briny  breeze  and  tot  of  rum  instead  of  a 

land-lubbing  show. 


TO  THE  ROYAL  NAVY 
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And   when    doing    a    job    in    khaki    you    think    a 

flank's  like  the  sea — 
That    either    your    "port"    or    "starboard"    is  as 

safe  as  prison  is  free, 
And    you    grouse    when    you    haven't    sfokers    to 

curse  and  steam  on  the  show, 


Nor 


electric  things  to  press  and  slide  when  you 
vant  the  guns  to  go. 


But    that's    the    grouse    of    the    Army ;    a    grouse 

mainly  caused  by  our  girls, 
Whom    you  pinch  in    the  street  and    "  Pictures," 

and  kiss  on  your  motor  whirls. 


88  TO  THE  ROYAL  NAVY 

Still,  as  you're  only  ashore   for  minutes,  wc  don't 

mind  leasing  our  "  Flames," 
For  you  suffer  like   H in   the   blizzards ;  you 

bleed  in  the  Bliicher  games, 
And  we  know  if  you're  hit  by  torpedoes  that  you 

die  like  rats  in  a  trap. 
That's  why  /  salute  the  Navy,  and  why  the  civvy 

should  touch  his  cap. 


-^a/ 


Refrain- 

Ye-ho !  for  the  Royal  Navy  ! 
Ye-ho !  for  the  Men  in  Blue- 
Heroes  to  Princess  and  Slavey, 
The  Terror  of  Tirpitz,  too ! 


S'MUVS  SMAMf: 


There  are  some  who  'list  for  the  glory, 
Others  who  come  only  for  pay, 
And  some  who  come  with  a  story 
That  speaks  of  a  young  lover's  fray ; 
While  there  are  others,  strangely  silent, 
With  the  breeding  that's  plainly  old, 
Who  ask  only  refuge  from  passions 
And  deeds  that  can  never  be  told. 

Such  was  the  man  known  as  '•  Stanley  "  ; 
Six  feet  of  breeding  and  charm, 
With  the  easy  air  of  the  manly, 
And  eyes  that  had  nurtured  alarm 
In  the  hearts  of  the  true  and  truthless, 
Who'd  yearned  for  his  mad  amours. 
And  damned,  by  hours  that  are  countless 
Of  the  shame  that  passion  obscures  ; 
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Yes,  damned  by  those  who  are  frozen, 
Whose  blood  runs  cold  from  the  heart. 
Whom  God  has  denied  of  that  beauty 
That  makes  or  breaks  the  Life's  part. 
For  Grace  is  snared  by  the  Christless 
Who  draw  from  the  beauteous  lips 
The  blood  and  thrills  they  deem  priceless 
And  worth  the  full  lash  of  our  whips. 


And  Stanley  was  heir  of  the  daring 
That  comes  with  the  blood  of  the  bold  ; 
A  line  that  had  captured,  enraptured. 
The  women  that  fools  cannot  hold  ; 
A  line  that  could  gallop  a  hunter 
At  a  gate  that  meant  over  or  death  ! 
A  line  that  had  died  in  the  slaughtei- 
To  ensure  Britain's  Imperial  breath. 


Though  schooled  in  the  greatness  of  Eaton, 
He  was  schooled  in  the  vapid  things  too; 
At  the  goal  he  stood  proud  and  unbeaten, 
And  at  Cricket  was  Cap*  o'  the  crew. 
But  ease  caught  the  chaff  of  the  vermin 
Who're  the  froth  of  maimed  roue  sires  ; 
While  "Town"  brought  the  lures  of  the  women 
Who  worship  the  gold  of  the  Squires. 
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Thus  mixed  in  honour  and  p.isston, 

With  a  soul  half  great  and  unclean, 

A  fitness  for  deeds  of  a  Trojan, 

A  weakness  for  matters  we  screen, 

He  was  launched  on  Life's  great  adventure, 

With  a  face  and  form  that  enthralled 


Women — some  noble  and  tender  ; 
Others,  cute,  sinful,  and  galled. 


Yes,  two  there  were  that  could  hold  him  ; 
One,  elf-like,  so  charming  and  pure, 
Whose  radiant;  youth  was  in  contrast 
With  the  radiant  temptress,  obscure. 
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Who  gripped  his  dark,  brooding  passions, 
And  phingcd  him  to  that  fouling  mess 
Which  strangles  strength  and  ambition, 
And  brings  penury,  madness,  distress. 

With  Sybil,  the  daughter  o£  Honour, 
He  moved  in  the  land  of  delight ; 
With  Molly,  the  lady  of  pleasure, 
He  danced  in  the  shrouds  of  the  night. 
Thus  sUrred  the  love  that  is  noble ; 
Thus  roused  the  lusts  that  arc  deep; 
Thus  crashed  on  the  altars  of  scandal 
The  idols  that  honour  should  keep. 

He  woke  one  morn  with  a  palsied  hand. 
The  shattered  form,  and  bloodshot  eye  ; 
He  woke  to  rags  at  a  ♦«  Screw's "  command, 
And  Molly's  note,  which  said,  "Good-bye"; 
He  woke  to  find  the  girl  he'd  duped 
Standing  near  in  a  flood  of  tears  ; 
Then  she  uttered  low,  as  she  kindly  stooped, 
"  I'll  see  you  through  the  vale  of  sneers." 

God  I  your  noblest  gift  is  woman's  love— 
The  love  that  sees  the  bounder  through 
Those  pains  decreed  by  champagned  blood. 
Helped  on  by  sires  who  lived  to  woo. 
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Twai  Love  that  whispered  in  his  car, 
"Rise,  Stanley,  rise— gird  on  the  sword, 
Drown  shame  with  fame  on  Flanders'  plain, 
And  earn  the  love  that  Sybil's  stored." 


The  Army  claims  the  claim  to  clean, 
To  mend  the  weak,  and  scourge  the  fool. 
The  Army's  soul  is  never  mean. 
For  there  resides  the  kindly  school 
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Though  talk  is  rough  and  rationt  coarsic, 
Though  rules  arc  like  unbending  steel, 
There,  there  is  neither  grief,  remorse— 
Kxcept  for  those  who  slack  and  st^ucal. 

And  Stanley  played  the  Eaton  game  ; 
He  never  groused  when  the  Cor|X)raI  roared, 
'"Ere,  you  wi'  the  bloomin'  orficer's  name. 
Scrub  these  blasted  forms  an'  trestle  board  ; 
An'  move,  old  cock— oil  ycr  bicedin'  gun  ; 
Blanco  yer  belts,  an'  'quiff'  ycr  hair; 
Don't  slide  to  tahn  till  yer  cleanin's  done, 
Or  you'll  be  '^jr  it,'  Stanley  Claire." 

He  stood  "the  rags  "-and  ragged  them  fair; 
His  bed  was  "set";  sheets  filled  with  coke; 
Sent  to  ask  for  the  keys  of  the  square 
From  an  old  S.M.  who  cursed  a  joke. 
The  simple  fun  renewed  his  heart ; 
He  filled  old  Tomkins'  boots  with  soap. 
Shaved  the  back  of  the  Corporal's  cat, 
And  sang  for  buns  in  the  Band  of  Hope. 

Ah  I  the  Army  cures  what  Churches  leave ; 
Where  the  Parson  fails,  the  Army  scores. 
The  Army  taught  this  man  to  grieve 
That  he  hadn't  thought  of  arms  before. 


STANLEY'S  SHAME  AND   FAME 

Thut  was  his  soul  reclaimed  from  «hame, 
And  the  love  to  rise  rclwrii  again  ; 
While  Eaton  whisi.-rcti,  •'  Play  the  game/* 
As  his  Corps  iIcIjou,  lied  on  Flanders'  Pbin. 


y5 


Boom!  .   .   .   Swish!   .   .   .   R-mg » 
This  was  the  ojHjning  shell. 

^•P'   .   .   .   ;^ipf  .   .   .   Zip!  .  .  . 
Chimed  the  Maxim  ever  true. 

"  Down,  men-Klown  ! " 

This  was  the  Captain's  yell. 

Then,  Bang  I  Bang!  Bang! 

Zip  !  Zip  I  Zip  ! 

Ping!  Ping  I  Ping  I 
Sang  Guns,  Maxims  and  Rifles,  too. 

You  who  slog  down  Plug  Street  way 

Will  know  what  these  symbols  mean. 

This  was  simply  the  dawn  of  a  day 

When  Hell  was  let  loose  on  the  green— 

A  day  when  the  Bosche  cracked  clouds  of  rain, 

Crashed  tons  of  death  in  the  huddled  ranks 

Of  the  men  who  watched—and  not  in  vain, 

To  give  the  Hun  the  steel  of  the  Blanks. 
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They  cowcrct!  low  in  bir>odioaked  holcn, 
'Midnt  mojitiing,  mangled,  maddened  men. 
Who  cried  to  OihI  tor  p<>iion  dole«, 
To  let  them  ting  the  great  Amen. 
Hilt  Death  itill  came ;  the  iwiih  and  Injom, 
The  Maxim's  crack,  and  rifle's  ping 
Distilled  the  terror  and  the  doom 
Which  renders  war  the  vilest  thing. 

Peace  after  Hell,  that  awful  Peace 
That  strange,  dread  breath  before  the  charge ; 
Then  crash !  as  ten  thousand  rifles  ring, 
Britain's  reply  to  the  Prussians  large, 
Who  charge  In  waves,  aye,  bravely  too. 
Shouting  their  hate  when  stumbling  dead. 
Cursing  their  job  as  they  lick  the  dew. 
When  maimed  by  the  deadly  British  lead. 

Though  men  were  stricken  like  scythe-cut  hay, 
Though  heads  and  limbs  lay  in  pools  of  blood. 
And  shrieks  of  pain  made  a  terror-day, 
On  came  the  Huns  like  a  locust  flood. 
••Charge!"  roared  the  Chief  of  Stanley's  force. 
••  Hooray  ! "  yelled  the  thirsting,  gallant  Blanks, 
Meeting  the  shock  with  curses  hoarse, 
And  ripping  death  in  the  Prussian  ranks. 


STANLEYS  SHAME  AND  FAME 

Katon  played  up,  for  Stanley  gored, 
Hacked,  butted,  and  bludged  the  hateful  foe ; 
For  he'd  in  bin  veins  that  chivalry  stored 
To  help  uf  out  in  luch  hours  of  woc ; 
Fought  tike  a  i.cnd,  •.ucd  his  Captain's  life, 
Rescued  three  chums  from  a  dread  mcIce, 
Thought  as  he  fought  of  Sybil  at  wife, 
Gained  in  this  hour  of  our  destiny. 

But  Victory's  hour  brings  Victory's  gloom. 
Brave  Stanley,  felled  by  a  cruel  blow, 
Wat  left  on  the  blood-saiked  field  of  doom, 
To  a  night  of  thirst  and  bleeding  woc. 
Oh  I  those  hours  in  the  dead  man's  zone- 
The  haunting  fears,  and  cries  of  blame, 
Then  crack  I    The  brain  has  ceased  to  own 
Its  part  in  this  awful,  morbid  game. 


07 


"Wot  the  'ell's  that?"  said  Corporal  Grame, 

As  he  tripped  and  fell  on  night  patrol. 

"  O  Lor',  it's  the  bloke  wi'  the  Orficer's  name, 

An*  am't  he  asleep  in  a  b— y  hole  ! 

Lumme!    What  blood  !    Ver  ought  to  be  dead  !  " 

Then  he  yielded  a  kindly,  willing  hand, 

Passed  him  back  to  a  hospifil  bed 

And  dreams  of  a  girl  in  a  better  land. 
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There's  a  woman  who's  lovely  and  tender, 
With  a  fir'er  that  wears  a  gold  band, 
Who  sits  tn  the  glow  near  the  fendei, 
And  toys  with  a  brave  soldier's  hand; 
Though  his  past  was  ill,  and  he's  done  for, 
With  legs  that  will  walk  no  more. 
He's  found  that  God  and  a  woman's  love 
Are  the  gifts  that  we  men  should  store. 
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THE  OFFICERS'  CLASS 

"  Deak  friends,  we're  all  zealous  students 
Of  Tactics,  Shells,  and  the  Law, 
We're  learning  the  way  to  be  prudent, 
And  how  to  Butcher— Haw  !    Haw  ! 
They're  giving  us  brains  in  instalments, 
Spoonfuls  of  courage,  as  well, 
We're  learning  to  Sir  and  Salaamy, 
And  the  way  to  fight  Bosches  to  '  Hell.' 
IVe  /car  not  the  Turks  nor  the  Germans, 
The  drill  nor  the  Sk:J>per's  tirades, 
Hut,  Lord,  we  shivered  with  Terrot 
When  the  Captain  said—*  Early  Parades:  " 
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